48             THE AERIAL AGE
ugly snoots rose by the side of lite boaf, with (he wicked tusks gleaming white, there was an our to meet it, or perchance a leaden hill For full)- a quarter of an hour the battle raged, and then, to the great relief of our weary men,, Ihe enemy suddenly withdrew one by one, leaving two of their number floating lifeless upon the bay*
Late in October, pursuant to his instruelions, Mr. Baldwin prepared to return to Ilarntsworfh House, our headquarters at ("ape Tegdthof. He called for two volunteers to remain at Ihe outpost during the winter to care for the dogs and guard the stores and equipment. All the men offered themselves. Paul Bjoervjg and Hcrnt Bentzen were chosen, whereat Emil and Olaf KI-lefsen and Daniel Johansen were grievously disappointed. As for Bjoervig and JJentxen, they were delighted. Neighbors and comrades at home, adventurous spirits both, this chance of spending an Arctic winter together in a snug little hut, with plenty to eat and smoke, was to them the realization of a dream. Little did they know what the fates had in store for them.